Since I wrote the above the lines of Torres Vedras and the rocks underneath have passed before us like a pageant. The cliffs are high and hold, all sorts of colours, a greenish-reddish-brown, very sober. Above the cliffs are the country houses of the nobility, scattered along rising plains which terminate in a sharp bold outline, receiving and screening the lines of Torres Vedras. At the base of the cliffs the waves are clashed, the foam rising like Yeixus from the sea. I never saw-more graceful forms, and so sedate and deliberate in their rising and falling. The colour of the heights a strange bluish-greyish something or other, very subdued.
Eight o'clock P.M.—In the afternoon we had two more sights : the rock of Lisbon, and the other side of the Torres "Vedras, with the mouth of the Tagus. The latter is the most strange sight of this day. Am I only five days from England ? Am I in Europe ? I expect America to be different; but is it possible that what seems so unlike home should be so near home ? How is the North cut off from the South ! What colouring 1 A pale greenish-red which no words can describe, but such as I have seen in pictures of Indian landscape—an extremely clean and clear colour. We shall make Cadiz by to-morrow evening, while Williams is lecturing at Littlemore. The sunset has been line—the sky bright saffron, the sea purple. The night is strangely warm. Latitude 39° or 38°. The Great Bear almost in the water. The glass 66° in my berth, which is cooler than the cabin, which opens upon the external air.
December 14.—The weather gets warmer and warmer, though I believe we are in astonishing fortune for the time of year. This morning porpoises are about us, and we nearly ran over two large turtles. The first object at sunrise was Cape St. "Vincent. We had just spoken with a fisher-boat with four men. Whether it is the atmosphere or sky, the colours were very picturesque ; the clearness of the air I cannot describe. I end, having room, with a verse :
Poor wanderers, ye are sore distrest To find that path which Christ has blest,
Tracked by His saintly throng; Each claims to trust his own weak will; Blind idol ! so ye languish still,
All wranglers, and &11 wrong.
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